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GARRICK AND HIS CORRESPONDENCE.* 
[Continued. ] 





GaRRICK was intimate with men of all ranks and parties, with rich 
and poor, lords and hack authors, with Mansfield and with Wilkes! 
Here is a letter from that most strange alderman and patriot, whose 
real character was that of an elegant epicurean, bold, good-hu- 
moured, and a scholar, with a capital stock of spirits, and very little 
sentiment. The passage quoted from Helvetius’ letter, looks as if 


it had been written by Voltaire. The allusion is to the famous 


political scuffle (for so it may be called) between Wilkes and 
George III :— 
JOHN WILKES TO MR GARRICK. 
Paris, Rue des Saints Péres, Jan. 17th, 1767. 

‘Mr Turton’s return to England gives me an opportunity, my 
dear Sir, of assuring you of the most sincere regard, and at the 
same time of transmitting to you a pacquet for our most amiable 
friend Helvetius. He desires me in the warmest terms to recom- 
mend to you a tragedy of one of his friends, an Irishman, who is 
here. I have no acquaintance with the playwright, but Helvetius 
has dragged me through the piece, and insists on my saying the 
handsomest things of it to you. His reason for all this you will 
find in the four pages prefixed to the play. I have great power of 
face, and therefore only found the tragedy too didactic, and lamented 
the author’s not sufficiently knowing the English stage. I admired 
the sentiments, and recommended the form of a philosophical epistle 
to Helvetius, rather than this of a tragedy. In vain: I must send 
it to you: I obey: and wish you a good deliverance from this new 
Irish stock on our stage. 

‘As I could not save you, you will save yourself by a letter to 
Helvetius, and he will subscribe, I am sure, to the opinion of the 
best judge of literature, as well as one of our best authors. We 
regret your absence greatly at Pelletier’s, and send many warm 
wishes after you. We have made an agreeable acquisition in M. 
de Bussy, who is always amiable and good-humoured here, though I 
believe he was peevish enough among our countrymen, 
French d’un certain age, when he is retired from business with a 
good pension and a good cook. Helvetius is now often of that set. 
Did you know his own mother whom he loved tenderly, and was a 
woman of superior merit? She is just dead, and he is this morning 
in great affliction. Yesterday, I had a letter from him, the begin- 
ning of which will please you: Afon cher precepteur des Rois, vous 
qui avez de si mauvais écoliers, qui étes exilé dans ce monde, qui serez 
damné dans U'autre, e a qui la posterité doit une statue, &c. 

‘IL keep a steady and a longing eye on dear Englan:, but I do not 


I love a} 


Seague it away, vfaith ! 


peeper at Bath. 





by writing to me, and commanding me in every particular which can 
be useful or agreeable to you or Mrs Garrick. 
‘IT am, dear Sir, with great truth and regard, 
* Your affectionate, humble servant, 
* Joun WILKEs.’ 

‘ Monsieur et Madame d’Holbach vous font mille complimens, 
item M.et Mme. Suard, Beaumont, &c. My best services to 
Fitzherbert, Colman, Clutterbuck, &c. 


A French letter from Wilkes may be added, as a specimen of the 
gaiety of his accomplishments. The style is very French. He had 
come over from Paris, says the Editor, ‘ to embarrass the govern- 
ment,’ and had seen Garrick in Kitely in the Comedy of Every Man 
in his Humour :— 


“Le Samedi, 9, Novembre, 1767. 

‘ J’ai connu a Paris Vaimable, le charmant Garrick; j’ai vu a 
Londres le grand, le sublime Garrick. Je remercie Mr Kitely de me 
l’avoir fait connaitre. Si Mylord Maire ne s’emparoit pas de nous 
4 toute la journée, si nous n’allions pas diner et danser a Guild- 

all, j’aurai volé dans les bras de Mr Kitely, et je lui aurois demandé 
des nouvelles de sa nuit, et comment il se trouve de son raccom- 
modement avec sa femme. Je n’oublierai jamais cette journée 
qui m’a appris que l’art le plus profond, la metaphysique la plus 
subtile, peut s’allier avec le naturel le plus sublime.’ 


We must give one of the}letters of the Reverend Doctor John 
Hoadly, Chancellor of the Diocese of Winchester :— 


* October 27, 1767. 

‘ Dear Davip,—I begin not to be satisfied with the dribblets of 
thin potations that Keate affords me now and then of your health 
and Madam's. There is more comfort in honest Richard Warner 
than in him, who saw you last the last year, and first this season, 
with the true original spirit of Ranger upon you. It will comfort 
the old stage-monger to have a line from your original self upon 
you and your doings, and your future doings. An old hunter com- 
modities up his ears (as the old spinster worded it) if he but hears 
a single hound lifting up his throat ; and enjoys the old stuff, though 
he has never a leg to his body. 


* Old John again halloos the hare, 
And horns her in his wicker chair.’ 


‘ Now you talk of a leg, I have two wooden ones, as long almost 
as my body, which I clap on occasionally to my shoulders, and 
You would have trembled if you saw me, 
at the thoughts of what might have happened when I peppered your 
I think I am improved in my style since we met 
last 

‘To return, therefore—I have got a nomination of our poor 
widow’s son into Christ-Church Hospital next Easter, from no less 





know when I am likely to see its white cliffs again. Perhaps | may | a man than his Grace of a eee she tells me truly 
1. be doomed, like all my predecessors in Plutarch, to pass the rest of | pone I still rene iy prangg 2 Be: cler, “Saige veg heir actually re 
my life in Exile; so dangerous is it to do great services to any | ferred to freemen's sons of the city. so, the hospital would be 

country. If that should be the case I will alleviate the evil by phi- | filled with none else by this time. I forget whether I told you the 
losophy, by the amiable philosophers you know this country pro- | fate of all eter’ letters to her father. Re gently hinted your desire 
duces, by a good conscience and the superbium. I believe you will | tat proper care might be taken gt ey might not get into other 
let me say guesitam meritis. My place of banishment, at least, is | #ds, and a bad use be made of them; and the next time I saw 
left me, and the pursuit of those studies, which in every place and | het, she told me she had burned thom all—a fate they did not deserve, 
every age are the ornament of life. as me aoe var woman !—Now 5 qu. gus eon your 
en. *T am less dissipated than ever here, and my history, &c. advance ose wore sour owe RS Fry til g: ie ded thee 
roy fs, HE ha an amanuensis Lahoud send yu smi pat | gag wo our Res thesis? The dy gone to ive a Sli 
enclose you a few trifles. The others of that kind, I dare not ven- _ : ee lodging is more reasonable ; i. ¢. where she 
tare, and they are too numerous, ‘Talk to me of plays, and players, and theatres, and things 
‘Thear that you are collecting your works for publication. I | What say you of Mrs fencer? & gemman who is (1 think) on 
rejoice at it. Do not be content with charming the present age, great judge, a correspondent, the first letter of whose name is 
but command posterity to admire you, and give me the happiness ‘Warner, eays she is nulli secunda in Mrs Sigismunda. Doctors 
of reading, when I cannot have that of seeing you. differ, and in nothing so much as acting. Keate says nay. New 

_* Let me beg you to remember Miss Wilkes and me very affec- | plays you have: now I, who was ever the support of your stage, 
tonately to Mrs Garrick ; she has two great admirers in us. will recommend some old ones—first, the droppings of Shakspeare’s 
‘I will come to my native London as soon as ever I have leave, | tap. What is become of Timothy Atkins, or the Man-Eater ? 

and to you. If Ihave not leave, I hope we shall soon ineet here, | “A good drip, Master Gar.” Julius Casar—Barry a tolerable 
and early in the spring: in the meantime yeu will oblige me greatly | Cassius; Holland a good haranguing Anthony ; Love an excellent 
Casca, (but not spliced with Titinius, as it used to be acted) ; and 


on. 





es r * The Private Correspondence of David Garrick with the most Cele- the philosophical Brutus, the Garrick—but you must pare y om nails 
brated Persons of his Time ; now first published from the Originals, and | °% & Monday morning fasting, without thinking upon a white fox’s 

he illustrated with Notes and a New Biographical Memoir of Garrick. In | tail, i.e. you must never turn a thought upon Ragandjaw, in the 
2 vols. 4to. vol, 1. pp- 660, Colburn and Bentley. Parson's Theatrical Garret.—What think you of playing Jago ta 
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Barry’s Othello ? where, though you may see faults, he is generally ‘ Lintend, with your approbation, my dear friend, to take the 
admired. ‘The town has for years sighed to see Volpone at Drury | form from his pictures and statues, just enough to preserve the 
Lane. The Voluptuary a would afford good acting, | likeness past the doubt of all blockheads at first sight, and supply a 
and in a style you have not been seen in, especially varied with | soul from his works; it is impossible that such a mind and ray of 
The Mountebank; for in Mosca you do not like the business, | heaven conld shine with such a face and pair of eyes as that picture 
any more than in 7ruewit, as I have heard you say. Bessus 1 cannot | has ; so, as I said before, damn thet.’—P. 328. 
say I have much hopes of, though you once resolved to revive it, | 
the other parts are so outrée.— Dizi. 2a ; a jie 
‘ Now, you must know that we and our royal court move next to | one,’ is from the famous Mrs Clive. Garrick has endorsed it 
St Cross, near Winchester, for the wiater. And -— pray, we and 
sdam, how came you not to come near my pudden at Southamp- “a pee 
en you Saseaieod ? I hope your rib y in better plight nba Mrs Clive.’ By love letter he means arene of entire smoothness 
mine, whose soul and spirit, that used to aspire to the region of , and good-will ; for Kitty was a bit of a Tartar. She could look 
mirth and joy, are now even in her shoes. Where must my heari 
be then ?—Her good wishes attend her and you, wiih those of, | 





The next letter, which the Editor justly calls ‘ a very pleasing 


‘ A love letter—the first I ever had from that truly great comedian 


sweet, however, it seems, and pay a charming compliment. The 


dear David, ‘ Your affectionate Fubzy, (allusion to Mrs Garrick at the close of the first paragraph is of a 
‘J. Hoapty.’ | very exquisite description. 
Walker the actor, in a subsequent letter from Ireland, speaks o¢ | MRS CATHERINE CLIVE TO MR GARRICK, 


‘ Dear Sir,—I am most extremely obliged to you for your very 
| polite lettter; how charming you can be when vou are good: } 
character of Scruj! As far as manners were concerned, the | believe there is only one person in the world who has never known 
Chancellor of Winchester might have been the débutant. the difference. , ay 

4 3 1. I shall certainly make use of the favour you offer me; it gives 

At page 307 is a letter, ludicrously obscure, from the Earlof me a double pleasure—the entertainment my friends will receive 
Bute,—George the Third’s Tory pedagogue. The Editor says upon from your performance, and the being convinced that you have a 
it,‘ The letters of great statesmen’ (we hope he does not think sort of sneaking kindness for your Pivy. I suppose I shall have 

you tapping me on the shoulder (as you do to Violante), when 1 
bid you farewell, and desiring one tender look before we part, 
net air, by which they are rendered mysterious and unintelligible. eee peehape yom may meeoliens and an the —— manatee 

. ‘ : soe ees . cinders. ou see lL never forget any of your yood things, 
It would, I imagine, be very difficult, as an exercise, to write to make my best compliments to Mrs Garrick, and believe I shail 
always have sincere pleasure when I can assure you, J am, 


a ‘parson’ who was going to appear on the Dublin stage in the 


Lord Bute a great statesman) ‘ are apt to partake of a certain cabi- 


your friend a card so completely obscure as this is, to every other 


being.’ * Your obliged and humble servant, 
; ‘ ‘ —_— 2 
Here follows the mystery :— C, Crive.’—P. 320, 
THE EARL OF BUTE TO MR GARRICK There is one good letter of Murphy’s, among the multitude from 


‘Lord Bute’s compliments to Mr Garrick : he receives with great , his pen. It contains the following capital picture of a disgusting 
pleasure the present sent him, and he assures him that it is much 
more agreeable by being the produce of his own pen; and yet he is | 5 PP Ie 
too jealous for his country’s honour not to wish in silence, that it | heroies over his drink :— 
hadeen the first composition, as well as the writing of Mr Garrick, | 
whose talents are not only equal, but much superior to such a | 
work. Lord Bute desires Mr Garrick would excuse his freedom as | cumstanee than to be a joint candidate with the Tiger. O’Brien 
to the purport of his letter; he is persuaded his silence can never | used to take him off very pleasantly, and perhaps you may from his 


be taken ill: were it possible, he would take care to prevent it.’ | representation, have some idea of this important wight. He used 


We how come to “a letter of Gainsborough’s, the painter, and. to sit at a table all alone, with a half-starved look, a black patch 
. . | upon his cheek, pale with the idea of murder, or with rank coward. 
shall bring together a passage” or two from others. Te swears a | ice, a quivering lip and a downecast eye, which, if it was ever raised, 
little too much, and takes a certain reckless air for the proper Was raised only like poor Dido’s (I do not mean Reed’s Dido, but 
gaiety ; but besides being a man of genius, he was a right honest | ogre es ; . : 
man, and never spoke insincerely. It was he that painted such *“ Queesivit ccelo lucem, ingemuitque reperta.” 


bully of that time, who used to sit in a coffee-house, and mutter 


‘Tiger Roach is set up by Wilkes’s friends to burlesque Luts 
terell and his pretensions. I do not know a more ridiculous cir 


real faces, and such charming natural landscapes, and that said in So far for the description of my hero, Ia that manner he used to 
sit alone, and his soliloquy, interrupted now and then with faint 
| attempts to throw off'a little saliva, was to the following effect :— 
Vandyke is of the party.’ The letter before us contains the original | “ Hut! hut!—a mercer’s prentice with a bag wig—d—n my soul, 
of a story now become old :— if I would not shiver a dozen of them like larks !—Hut! hut !—I 
don’t understand such airs !—I’d codgel him back, breast, and belly, 
GAINSBOROUGH TO MR GARRICK. for three skips of a louse !—Ilow do you Pat? Hut! hut! God’s 
* Bath, July 27, 1768. | blood—TLarry, I'm glad to see you—!rentices ! !—a fine thing in- 
* © Dear Sir,—I, as well as the rest of the world, acknowledge , deed !—Hut! hut! How do you do, Dominick 7—D—n my soul, 
your riches ; and know your princely spirit ; but all will not do, , what’s here to do?’ These were the meditations of this agreeable 
for as I told you before, I am already overpaid for that shabby per- youth. From one of these reveries, he started up one night, when 
formance ; and if you have a mind to make me happier than all the I was there, calfed a Mr Bagnell out of the room, and most heroi- 
presents London can afford, you must do it by never thinking your- | cally stabbed him in the dark, the other having no weapon to defend 
self at all in my debt. I wished many years for the happiness of himself with. In this career the Tiger persisted, till at length a 
Mr Garrick’s acquaintance ; and pray, dear Sir, let me now enjoy it Mr Lennard brandished a whip over his head, and stood in a menac- 
quietly ; for sincerely and truly, I shall not be easy if you give way ing attitude, commanding him to ask pardon immediately. The 
to any of your romantic whimsies: besides, d—n it, I thought you Tiger shrank from the danger, and with a faint voice pronounced, 
knew me too well, you, who can read hearts and faces both ata “Hat! what signifies it between you and me ?—well, well! [ask 
view, and that at first sight too. Come, if you will not plague me your pardon!” Speak louder, sir; 1 don’t hear a word you say.” 
any more on this frightful subject, I will tell you a story about first And indeed he was so very tall, that it seemed as if the sound, sent 
stght. You must know, Sir, whilst I lived at Ipswich, there was a feebly from below, could not ascend to such a height. This is the 
say bean in which a new song was to be introduced, and | hero who is to figure at Brentford’—P. 339. 
being Steward, went to the honest cabinet maker, who wes our ‘a ST ta Se the Ga 4 
sige? instead of a better, and asked him if he could sing at sight, There is a Mr Sturtz in this correspondence, a Dane or a Ger- 
for that I had a new song with all the parts wrote out. “ Yes, man, who writes wonderfully well upon all subjects of taste, both 
Sir,” said he, “ I can.” Upon which, I ordered Mr Giardini of 
Tpemim fe sa cob Peed eld a dca shecde ltownd toe ton foreigner in his style to give his criticism a still racier flavour. The 
phony instead of the song; upon which I jumped up to the fellow: following is a picture he has given of the celebrated French actress, 
“ D—n you; why don’t you sing? Didn't you tell me you sing at | 
sight ?”—“Yvs, please your Honour, I did say I could sing at | 
sight, but not at first sight.”—I am, dear Sir, 
* Your most obedient humble servant, 
‘Tuomas GAtNsboROUGH.’ | 


his delirium when he was dying, ‘ We are all going to heaven, and 


as to thought and even English, though there is just enough of the 


Clairon. The passage about the death-threatening look will remind 


our opera-going readers of Pasta :— 


‘ Nature has done a great deal in favour of Madame Clairon; her 
' : : \ | voice is melody, of a vast extent, and capable of numberless inflex- 
P.S. I beg, Sir, you will leave the affair of Gossett to me. I | ions; however, I was sometimes unwillingly disturbed by a disa- 
shall give him a bill, payable at first sight, I assure you,’ greeable shrill cry, rather expressing physical pain, As to her 
Extract from another letter. Gainsborough, in all probability, eure, ha not a very a _ her a9 being rather too big, “0 
: , ner whole person too little; and yet she is great, towering amongs 

speaking of the portrait of Shakspeare, called the Chandos portrait : | Ferd ers 8 


; ‘the crowd in the height of action: so as you see by the enchant- 
* Shakspeare shall come forth forthwith, as the lawyer says. 


re L c : ment of art, a colossal head of Jupiter, in a cameo, not exceeding 
Damn the original picture, with your leave ; for I think a stupider | the size of sixpence. Were I in a temper to find fault with her, f 
face I never beheld, except D—k’s, 


might mention her too articulate declamation, the cadence of every 
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motion; but then I might as well charge Raphael with having too 
carefully marked his contours, which are the admiration and the 
models of every age. True it 1s, that compound of excellence is a 
mere compound of art; were it possible to note action as music, 
then she would shew you a fortnight before, every mien, the mea- 
sure of every tone, the tention of every march on paper. She is 
else quite free from that disagreeable tragical hiccup so epidemical 
in France, and so awkwardly returning at the end of every verse : 
she never shakes so affectedly her head as some others, in what 
you call the graceful style forsooth; and she alone may venture 
some bold strokes which would never do else with so well-bred, so 
elegant an audience. 

©So when she heard that all was lost, that Eneas was gone, then, 
in the rage of despair, with her two hands crossed, she beat her 
forehead with such a gloomy, death-threatening look, that we all 
stood aghast, and her cry raised horror in every breast. I cannot 
say she killed herself well, though ; but she died well ; her weaken- 
ing voice was not a childish, whining tone, but imminent dissolution 
altered it, convulsion raised it, broke it, and so it vanished into the 
airasa vapour. There then, I have brought her to the highest 
pitch of glory of your tribe, self-murder ; may she now quietly 
repose.’ —P. 357. 


Warburton, when Bishop of Gloucester, writes Garrick a very 
episcopalian letter, congratulating him on a ‘ kindly fit of the gout,’ 
and recommending him never to hinder the free course of that 
‘natural and beneficial discharge of the critical.’ It is followed by 
a letter from the Archbishop of York (Drummond) who sends a 
receipt for ‘ ginger-cakes,’ which he has found do him gooil in a 


morning by letting a piece, as big as a sixpence, melt in his mouth ;’ | 
—with more not quite so quotable. It is astonishing how nauseous | 


these ‘dignified clergymen’ can be, and not know it. By the way, 
we must not forget an excellent note which the Editor has written 
on one of the Reverend Hoadley’s physical epistles :— 


‘I have omitted, he says, ‘a few passages in this and other 
letters of Chancellor Hoadley’s, because they are calculated for 
private perusal only. Personal infirmities, and the contrivances to 
palliate them, are but sorry subjects of jocularity;.but we often 
find, that when they are endured at home by delicacy and duty, the 
object of them derives confidence from indulgence, and makes a 
favourite topic of what should be a profound secret.’ 


The following letter, from a very ingenious man, must have been 
agreat amusement to Garrick and his friends, on account of its 
spelling, which is almost as good as any in ‘ Humphrey Clinker ’°— 

‘MR H. COOPER TO MR GARRICK. 
* Stratford, June 4th, 1771. 

‘Hoxourep Sim,—By your leave, J have made bold to send to 
your honour by this man, two small heads of Shakspeare, which I 
have carved from part of the mulberry-tree which Shakspeare 
planted, which I hope your honour will do me the favour of accept- 
ing them, as the intent of them are to be set in two rings, under the 
stone or without, jest as your honour thinks proper. I have add 
the pleasure of carving things of one sort or another ever since the 
Jubilee, and have carv’d Shakspears statner, in the same postuer 
which -he now represents in the Town Hall, here in Stratford, for 
one Mr Sharp in Stratford that keeps a toy-shop, which said statuer 
is upon sale, and his look’d upon by all judges that have saw it, to 
be very well executed, tho’ I never saw anything carved in my life, 
for I am by trade a shoemaker, and a native of Stratford, tho’ have 
not followed that branch for several years, for I am a puintor, 
carver, and engravenor, and in short Jack of all Trades, for through 
the blessings of God, I never saw nothing yet but what I could do. 
This your honour may think is my conceitedness; but I have done 
that which all the great mecannicks at Birmingham could not per- 
form, a hook for a ladies watch, the twenty-four letters in eyper 
thorrough’t in steel, that a shilling covered it. ‘That’s not all; but 
1am sorry to be so troublesom to your honour, concerning the 
scenes of my life, as [ shant say much more, tho’ f have been in 
allmost all ceens of life, but never could shine in the world as some 
men do. All that I ever gained was applaws, and I should take it 
as a great favour, if your honour would be so good as to give me an 
order somewhat in the carving way, aud if you should be in any 
ways duberous as it’s not the tree, I will come upon oath, that it 
his of the real tree. 

‘P.S. Theis heads I carv’d with my naked eye without the use 
of a glass, altho’ I am at the age of forty-three; I can write the 
Lord’s prayer, without the use of any glass, in the cumpus of a 
silver penney; and theese small stones which I have sent are to be 
found on a hill called Barnhill, within a mild of Stratford, the road 
that Shakespear whent when he whent to see his Bedford topers ; 
thees stones will swim in a delf-plate amongst viniger. I can send 
your honour a thousand of them, if you will except of them, of 
vareious sises; they are natural. I have a very hansom remarkable 
Spotted coach-dog, that his spoted like a leper, which I add of one 
of Mr Shakspear of Coventry, and of Shakspear’s famuley, and for 
that account I don’t set a little store by my dog, for I could have 
parted with him several times, but J ont without your honour will 
accept of him, he shall be at your service. I hope your honour 





will excuse my writing, spelling, and inditing, for I add but a very 
slender education ; what learning I ever add was at the said school 
where Shakespeare went, that his, under the same ruff, and what 
learning I have, I have tane chefly of my one head. 

‘ Tam, Sir, your most humble servant at command, 


‘ Henry Cooper.’ 
‘I hope that your honour will favour me with a line or two in 
Swine street, Stratford.’ 


Upon this letter the editor very well observes, that it affords ‘ one 
more of those singular instances in which the mere notion of learn- 
ing seems to have kept very clever people all their lives in total 
ignorance of orthography; and they have given up a spelling-book 
in despair, at the time when the really difficult things of the world 
were but as pastime to their genius and application.’ 

We shall conclude for the present with a passage of one of Cum- 
berland’s letters respecting the early theatrical life of that late 
delightful comedian Lewis, whose merit, it seems, he accurately 
discerned and handsomely recommended, as he did those of a living 





| favourite, Mr Dowton. The ‘ strong tone, breaking occasionally 
| into the harmonious’ is admirably described. It is the very thing, 
| and brings Lewis before us, as we remember him in his affected 
earnestness giving way to the joke that was in him:— 


‘Tam not happy about this Lewis ; I am leaving him behind (he 
writes from Dublin), and I am not quite satisfied in so doing: the 
_ fellow avoided an interview as I belicve, contrivedly ; for 1 under- 
stand he is connected or related to Dawson, and has besides. so 
great a salary, (viz. eight guineas a week) that if his ambition to be 
made an actor did not operate more forcibly than his avarice, there 
would be no probability of detaching ; for I suppose you would 
hardly give him more than a moiety of such pay. I am firmly of 
opinion, the lad has faculties to make a figure in comedy; and not 
in Mr King’s or Dodd’s walk only, but as the fine gentleman; as 
that higher kind of comedy which hardly now exists, which Smith 
has in the interior, to which O’Brien might perhaps have attained, 
if he had not meddled with real instead of artificial life. He has a 
| strong tone, which breaks occasionally into the humourous with 
great success, and is capable of variation in the cadences ; his - 
is quick, and his modesty does not stand in the way. I lost the 
opportunity of seeing him in Mercutio, and in Dick the Apprentice, 
for Dawson’s benefit, because Madame Barry chose to be indis- 
posed, and so the benefit was laid aside; I believe indeed it would 
not have lit the candles.’—P. 430. FT 

(To be continued.] 








ERRATUM IN OUR LAST ARTICLE OF ‘ GARRICK AND HIS CORRESPONDENTS.’ 


—For ‘ She would seem to have agreed to consider it so,’ read ‘ The world would 
seem to have agreed to consider it so.’ 





FINE ARTS. 


KIDD’S GUIDE TO MARGATE. 
Tris Guide, a neat little volume, well fitted for the pocket, yet of 
so reasonably sized a type as to suit all eyes, is as complete a 
thing of the sort as one may meet with. The engravings are in 
great plenty, well selected as to subjects, and very neatly executed. 
| They are really very pretty, and far superior to guide book en- 
_gravings in general. No object of interest seems to have escaped 
_ the artists. They even go so far back as the head of the Thames, 


and a very beautiful place it seems to be, if one may judge by its 
| picture. The smaller engravings are the best; yet some of the 


larger do not disgrace them; witness the view of Pegwell Bay. 
The letter-press appears to be executed by an amiable man, and 
one well informed on his subject ; but it is apt to get into a style a 
little too lofty. The same style, however is to be found on the 
lofty towers of Margate itself: witness the following ludicrous 
instance of Jathos in an inscription :— 
This Tower, 
Built on the highest spot of this Island, 
Is dedicated 
To the Memory of Robert Whitfield, Esq., 
The Ornament, and 
(Under Thomas Wynne, Esq.,) 
The Adorner, of Kingsgute. 

This reminds one of the passage in Martinus Scriblerus :— 

And thou, Dalhousie, the great God of War, 

Lieutenant-General to the Earl of Mar. 
An imperfection, however, of this kind in the book does not affect 
the utility one looks for as to facts. It does n6t prevent our 
learning the site of Kingsgate, or Drapers, or Pegwell Bay, or from 
wondering at the abundance and goodness of the hundred and 











twenty engravings, which render the guide superior to all other 
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guides, and beat hundreds of paragraphs in enabling a man to find 
the place he desires. 


LAMB’S TALES FROM SHAKSPEARE. 

There is a certain neatness and painstaking in the vignettes to 
this volume, and a meritorious wish to make every figure tell. It 
is a pity the artist has made his figures so tall, and for the most 
part, so weak in their bearing. 

The letter-press is delightful. The beautiful simplicity of this 
series of tales made us, when a child, hold it, as we still do, one of 
our favourite books, one of the few we. especially love, that we 
would carry on a journey, or save from an accident. It is a book 
every way calculated to diffuse that love of the great dramatist which 
must have made Mr Lamb conceive and accomplish his benignant 
and pleasant task. 





THE SWORD-KNOT. 
(From the French.) 
Or her free-will she gave it me; 
With her own hand she tied it : 
Ah! would I could prevail on her 
To wish that I could hide it ! 





CHAT AND MISCELLANIES. 





Tue Reasonasrte Doust.—A peasant in France coming to pay 
his rent to a new master, and being shewn-into his bed-room, where the 
gentleman had not yet got up, said, in beholding two harsh faces in their 


PERFORMANCES OF LAST NIGHT. 


HaYMAaRKEtT.—Sweethearts and Wives—High Life Below Stairs. 
ENGLISH Oprera.—The Evil Eye—Old and Young—The Middle 


Temple. 


I 


PERFORMANCES FOR THIS EVENING. 


THEATRE ROYAL, HAYMARKET. 
KING LEAR. 


Lear, Mr Kean. 





After which, Mr Suannon’s Petite Comedy, in Two Acts, called 
MY WIFE OR MY PLACE. 
Adeline, Miss Taylor, who will sing ‘ May thy Lot in Life be hi , 
: Lady Modely, Mrs Faucit. “PPY. 
Sir Harry Hairbrain, Mr Vining. Dupeley, Mr W. Farren 
Alfred, Mr Brindal. Durable, Mr Webster. i 
To conclude with Correy’s Farce of 
THE DEVIL TO PAY. 
Lady Loverule, Mrs T. Hill. Lucy, Miss Barnett. Lettice, Mrs W 
Nell, Mrs Humby. Jobson, Mr W.Farren. Sir John Loverule, Mr Hewes 
Butler, Mr Newcombe. Cook, Mr Bishop. Footman, Mr V. Webster, 
Coachman, Mr Field. Fiddler, Mr Coates. Doctor, Mr W. Johnson. . 


To-morrow, Belles Have at Ye All; and other Entertainments. 
ENGLISH OPERA, 
THEATRE ROYAL, ADELPHI. 
Mr Peake’s New Romantic Musical Drama, entitled 
THE EVIL EYE! 
Helena, Miss Kelly. Phrosina, Miss H. Cawse. 
Mavroyeni, Mr Perkins. Demetrius, Mr J. Bland. 
Basilius, Mr Minton. Zané Kiebabs, Mr J. Reeve. 
Andrea and Marco, MrT’. Millar and Miss Poole. Barozzi, Mr O. Smith 
Kara Mustapha, Mr Salter. Giorgio, Mr Aldridge. . 
Attendant on Mavroyeni, Mr Addison. 
Order of the Scenery.—Port of Napoli di Romania—Castle of Palamedi. A Greek 


Festival. Mavroyeni’s Apartment. Interior of the Dwelling of Demetri 
terior of ditto, with distant View of Palamedi and the Sea. Landscape, ax 





night-caps, * Which is the gentleman?’ A similar story is told of a young 
couple going to be married, both of whom were so very smooth-faced, and 
dressed so much alike, that the clergyman asked, ‘ Which is the lady ?” 


A Sueeptess Commissioner.—Mr R. soliciting a situation» 
always wished to impress his extreme vigilance on the mind of bis interro- 

tor. ‘ During the whole of the time that I was deputy-commissioner,’ 
said he, ‘I did not slecpa single night.’ Nothing could be more true, 
Mr R, exercised the office for one day only. 


How To TAKE ARMS AGarnsT ONrE’s-SELF.—‘ You’re a rascal, Sir,’ 
said a policeman to a thief whom he had just stopped. ‘ What are you 
doing so late at night, lounging aboutin the streets?) ‘ Alas! Sir,’ replied 
the fellow, ‘I’m a poor wretch in debt, afraid to meet the light of day.’— 
* But why do you carry arms?’—‘Ob, Sir, at this time of night the 
streets are not safe.’ 


A Costty Wounp.—A horse soldier passing Louis XIV, ata 


review, made the animal plunge in such a manner that his hat fell off. One | 


of his comrades gave it to him on the point of his sword. * My good fellow,’ 


said the soldier, ‘ I had rather you had pierced my body than my hat’ | 


The King hearing this, asked him why.— Sire,’ said he, ‘1 have credit 
with my surgeon, but cannot boast of the same convenience with my 
hatter.’ 


Caution To PeopLe TAKING THEIR Dirtoma At Rueims.— 
M. Lourdet wishing to become a Doctor of Law—‘ Go to Rheims,’ 


School of Medicine ; and at the one to the right you take your degrees in 
Law.’ M. Lourdet went there immediately, and returned with his diploma. 
* Well, my dear friends,’ said he, * I’ve got what | wentfor. A hundred 
crowns given on the right-hand side of the way makes you a Doctor of Law 
in the twinkling of an eye; but you must take care not to go to the left, or 
you will find yourself a Doctor of Medicine.’ 


Takinc A Fire Cootty.—A farmer-general, being suddenly | 


awoke in the night time by cries of ‘ Fire!’ got out of bed and saw a 


house not many yards from his own, enveloped in flames. Help arrived | 


from all sides, but he doubted his ability to master the flames, and was 


afraid lest they should get to the houses next door. He nevertheless did | 
not stir a step, but drawing out his watch, and observing the state of the | 


wind, calculated how long the fire would necessarily be before it reached 
him, and came to the conclusion that he would go to sleep again ull six 


o’clock.—At six o’clock be woke, and to his enquiry if all was well, was | 


answered that the fire was out. ‘Good,’ said the farmer-general : ‘ roast 
the partridges for breakfast, call me at nine, and see how many people 
are burnt.’ 














TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
The Verses of H. G. are not so good as usual, 
We should be happy to gratify A. M., but do not understand the drift of 
his Epigram. 





NEW SERIES! PRICE REDUCED!! SIZE DOUBLED!!! 
The Cheapest Periodical published is 
THE LITERARY BEACON. 

In order that our exertions in the good cause may keep pace with the strenuous 
endeavours now making to prop up the corrupt and mercenery system, which has 
been for some time permitted to exist under jhe name of criticism, we have re- 
solved at once on extending the size, and diminishing the price of the Beacon, and 
have determined on offering, on Saturday, Sep ber 10, 1831, No. | (of a New 
Series} which will contain SIXTEEN QUARTO PAGES, Forry-t1cuT CLOSELyY- 
prinrep Couns, ror THREEPENCE., : ‘ rat 

The enlargement of the work will enable us to admit a greater variety of origiual 
matter, and to accept the proffered aid of several writers of the highest eminence 
“rine pre Beacon, being the cheapest periodical published, will, of course, 
be fpund a most eligible channel for advertisements. 

Published every Saturday morning, by B. STEILLL, 30 Paternostor row ; and sold 

Booksellers and Newsvenders. 











Published oF. R. Seton, at the Tatler Office, 26 Brydges Street, Covent Gardenj (to whom all books, and communications for the 
Editor are to 


addressed) ; sold by ONWuyn, 4 Catherine street, Strand ; 


said a | 
friend. In the great square is a double school. The one to the left is the | 


ancient Grecian Ruins. A Defile of Rocks beneath the Dungeons of the Castle 
Excavation. Bombardment, aud Andrea's Vessel discovered at Anchor. " ‘ 
After which [first time) will be ‘produced, a temporary Loyal Effusion, in commeme 


ration of the Coronation of 


| THEIR MOST GRACIOUS MAJESTIES, THE KING AND QUEEN, 


to be called 
HARMONY HALL. 

Dame Alison, Mrs C. Jones. Jane, Miss Ferguson. Sally, Miss Novello 

Bs _ Squire Heartley, Mr Bartley. Major Douglas, Mr J. Russell. j 
Sir Lucius, Mr B. Hill. Counsellor Evans, Mr Salter. Old Halliard, Mr Aldridge 
Sergeant Harry, Mr T. Millar. Gorget, Mr F. Matthews. " 

Will. Halliard, Mr J. Bland. Farmer Wheatear, Mr Minton. 
Lawyer Sheepskin, Mr Irwin. Obadiah, Mr Henshaw. 
Servant to Squire Heartley, Mr Cooper. 
Sailors, Soldiers, Peasantry, Village Lasses, &c. &c. 


To conclude with (first time at this Theatre) the Musical Farce, called 


JONATHAN IN ENGLAND. 
Lady Grossfeeder, Mrs C. Jones. Mary, Miss Novello, Patty, Miss Perry. 
Mrs Lemon, Miss Ferguson. Blanch, Miss Wells. ; 
a Jonathan W. Doubikins, (first time) Mr J. Reeve. 
| Sir Leatherlip Grossfeeder, Mr Bartley. Mr Ledger, Mr W. Bennett.’ 
Mr Delapierre, Mr J. Bland. Natty Larkspur, Mr Keeley. 
| Jemmy Larkspur, Mr O. Smith. Tidy, Mr Heath. Butler, Mr Minton, 
Agamemnon, Mr Salter, 
} ‘ ad al y ry . r 
| SURREY THEATRE, 
| An old Enclish Domestic Drama, called 
| PEDLAR’S ACRE! 
Margaret Lessamour, Miss Edmiston. Amy Langton, Miss Somerville. 
Patience, Mrs Vale. 
Martyn Les-wnour, Mr Osbaldiston. Werrenve de Valence, Mr Dibdin Pitt, 
Cyprian Gossamer, Miss Vincent. Gervaie Saunders, Mr Maitland. 
Thomas Shard, Mr Webb. Ktobort Laidlaw, Mr C. Hill. 
Gamiel Gander, Mr Vale. [liab, Mr Tully. 


After which, Wie!ovolski Paskerwitsh will a ‘company the Band on the Trumpet, 





| To which will be added (7th time) a Drama, called 
| THE FALSE KEY 
| Christine Rosenburg, Mrs Fitzwilliam. Dera Stcibelt, Mrs Jordan. 
| Ambrose Spielman, Mr "lton. Anhalt Steibelt, Vr C. Hill, 
| Ambrose Ankerstroom, Mr Honner. Hohenloe, Mr Maitland. 
| Dousterswivel, Mr Rogers. Mr-Schwartzenburg Fizgig, Mr Vale. 
| To conclude with, (5th time) a Melo-Dramatic Pxtravaganza, entitled 
| THE ODD VOLUME; OR, THERE’S SPIRIT IN PUNCH. 
Claudio, Mr Honner. Alfieri, Mr D. Pitt. Jacope, Mr Rogers. 
| Sanguinair, Shabrique, and Rufus, Messrs Lee, Asbury, and Young. 
Pietro, Perez, and Velasquez, Messrs Webb, Hobbs, and Fry. 
Belo, Master F. Carbery. Isidore, Miss Lane. . 
| Signor Punchinello, Mr E. J. Parsloe. 
| To-morrow, Pedlar’s Acre; The Robber’s Wife; The Performances of the Infant 
| Trumpeter; and The Odd Volume. 


QUEEN’S THEATRE. 
The Musical Comedietta, in Two Acts, entitled 
LOVE AND MYSTERY. 
Cgleste de Montmorency, Miss Coveney. Eloise, Miss Dix. Juana, Mrs Mangeon. 
- Don Carlos, Mr Norton. Don Rimerez, Mr Attwood. 

Phelim, Mr Porteus. Philip Philpotts, Mr Smith. Col. de Liason, Mr Green, 
At the End of the Comedietta, the National Anthem of ‘ God save the King.’ 
After which, the Farcetta of 

> ae - 
REFORMATION. 
Miss Matilda Mainwayring, Miss Wells. Mary Mayflower, Mrs Mangeon. 
Dick Dashington, Mr Green. Mr Freelove, Mr Porteus. 
To conclude with O’Hara’s Burletta of 
DA §&. 
Immortals.—Juno, Miss Wells. Venus, Miss Bennett. 
Jupiter, Mr Spencer. Mars, Mr Denman. 
Mercury, Mr Allcroft. 


Minerva, Miss Robson. 
Bacchus, Mr Mahony. 

; Apollo, Miss Coveney. 
Mortals.—-Daphne, Miss Dix. ° Nysa, Mrs Wangeon. Mysis, Miss Horton. 
Dametas, Mr G. Lejeune. Sileno, Mr Davis, Pan, Mr Attwood. 

Justice Midas, Mr Smith. 
AsrLey’sAMPHITHEATRE.— Mazeppa— Ducrow’s Scenes 
in the Circle—And other Entertainments. 
Cosure Tuearne.—The Victim of St. Vineent—The 
Orphan of Paris—The Wizard of the Glen. 








~— 


at Esers’ Library, Old Bond street; by Cuareet; Witson, Royal Exch 


Tuomas, Newsvender, Birchin lane, Cornhill; Fiecn, Air street, Piccadilly; Mansu, 145 Oxtord street; Kenxnirit, Corner of Bow street; fuanour, Theatrical 
agent, 10 Bruad Court, Long Acre ; Lior p, 42 Frith street, Soho; Touttnson, Library, Great Newport Street; Haris, Bow Street; T. Tiexnay, 74 Drury Lane, 


Corner of Russell Court ; and by all Booksellers and Newsmen. 


DVERTISEMENTS reesived at the Ofice, 2% Brydges street ; and by Messrs C. and W. REYNELL, at the Printing Office, 45 Broad street, Golden squa ¢, 


° 
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